Someday Pll. ~ 

I sometimes frequent a place. It is the graveyard of “Someday I'll,” which is 
located beside a cornfield. I watch the phantoms that live there. They go by names of ‘a 
life that might’ve been,’ ‘wait until tomorrow,” ‘if only I had of,’ ‘what if I,’ ‘I plan to,’ ‘I 
should’ve,’ ‘I could’ve,’ ‘I would’ve,’ ‘I might’ve,’ ‘maybe’ and more. A growing gang 
of regrets that all originate from distant lands of lost imaginings, self—denied promises, 
delays, saving for a rainy day and better times, places other than right here and now. 
Duty, obligation, commitment to others always placed first and above all else left nothing 
remaining behind them for anything more or for me. So being true to self and dreams 
were set aside, forgotten, pending arrival of another opportunity that never came. Now 
they are all dead, long buried and lost, existing only as regrets that hide as ghosts within 
the complicated places of mind, beside a cornfield, in a graveyard named - ‘Someday 
Pu? 


